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Lord, you dance in a dear new language kind Un-implying a complete wakefulness Freed from the pale present-denoting stress Nor as sight-sign neither as even mind Not as anything of hence felt as ingrained But as a song to sing or a verse to verse In imperceptible undergone changes Thresholding a Time as totem trained And a space as taboo altered in thy square To kill and crush it in the closet of a hill A tiny toy-lobe of dust on dust as snare To which beings gravitate at thy will Seeing which, this language bibber's In scare And folds his drafting hands adance & still.
XLIV
Ah! the tank is dug and hill grows in spree Wavelets of waters in stalkings of lotus Grains auburn in a brown study and stress Balancing the dug fand and the dragged sea Thy throat distil'd the toxin, the rest free For beings to bibe thy grace by grace or guess Can this poly glot know thy throat or dress From the-textifed three land and sky and sea In meet of resolution and hence born Universe young and old in its spring-time. Can this apparell'd flesh know ever the bone Or the bow oft-arched and left for a mime Of a break-point by the House of IRaghu Known When cloaked in a costume of light and eyeless rhyme. The verbal is a charactered preform! O! Philology! Aaroor is more numen! A placement profound within a felt charm Of joy of proximity leaping again Upward as a might grazing on a calm,    . Plummetting into the hill-let in my ken.ds. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
